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Then taking him from thence that is not there, 

You breaks no priuiledgc nor charter there:. ^ 

Oft haue I heard of fanttuarie men , 

Butdan&uarie children nener til! now. 

Car. My lo: youlhall. ouerrule my minds, for.cnce : 
Gome on L: Ha&tngs,will,yougo with me! 

Haft. I go my Lordr 

Prin. Good Lords make all the fpeedy haft you may 1 
Say Vnckle Glofter.if our brother come, 

Where (lull we foioune till our Coronation; 

do. Where it feemes beft vnto your royall feife: 

If I may councell you, feme day or two, 

Your highnefte fhnll repofe you at the tower: 

Then where you plfcifejand' fhalbc thought mod Et, 
For your beft health and recreation. 

Prin. I donot like the tower of any place 
Did Iulius Cxfar build that place my Lorci; 

Buc. He did, my grapousL: begin that place,. 
Which fince fucceecling ages haucrecdified. 

Prin. Is it vpon rccordjor elfe reported 
Succcftiucly from ageto age.he built it? 

Bhc. Voon record my gratiousLo: 
prin . But fay my Lo: it were not regiftred,' . 
Methihkostbetruthfljpuldliue fropjageto age, 

As twere retailde to all pofterky, ,,, j . , ; 

Euen to the gencrall ending day. ' ' 

Glo. So wife,fo young, they fay,do neper hue Ion 
Prin. What fay you .Vnckle? J 
Glo. Ifay without cl^raftevsrameliucslQqg: 

Thus like the formall yicc iniqui tic 

I morallize two meanings in one word. 

pri. That IidjusGxf?i;Wasa.vira9Usman, 

With what his valour di d enrich his wvr, 1:i . !. 

His wit fet downe to make his yalureliue: 

Death makes no concpreft of his conquerour. 

For now he hues in fame .though not m Ute: 

J le tell you what my C oufen Buckingham. 

Sue. What my gratious Lord? 


ng. 






Prin. And if I liuevnolll be a man, 
lie win our auncient light in France againe, 

Or die a fouldier as I liude a King. 

C.'^. Short fummers lightly haue a forward fpiing. 

Enter young Ten kg, Hafttngs,Gardtnall t 
Bnc. Now in good time here comes the Dukeof Yorke. 
Pri. Rich, of Yorke,how fares ourlouing brother? 

T or. Well my dread Lo: fo muft 1 call you now. 

Tri, I brother to our griefc as it is yours: 

Too late he died that might haue kept that title. 

Which by his death bath loft much maiefty, 

Glo . Howfares our Coufcntioble L. ofYorke? 

Tor. I thanke you gentle Vfickle, OmyLo: 

You faid that Id le weeds are faft in growth: 

The Prince my brother hath outgrown me farm. 

Glo, He hath my Lo: 

Tor . And therefore 'is he idle? 

Glo. Oh my faire Coufcn,I muft not lay fo. 

Tor, Then he is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foUeraigne, 

But you hauepovverin tne as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you V nckle giue me this dagger. 

Glo. My dagger litle Cculcn,withall my hearr. 

Pri. A begger brother? 

Tor. Of my kinds Vnckle that I know will glue,’ 

And being but a tor’, which is no greefe to giUc. • 

Glo. A .greater gifrthen that,Ile giue my Cofen. 

A greater gift, O chats the iiword to if. 
r ^ l* 1 * C ^'°k*h Vvcr * i* Kgbtenoogh. 
lor. O thaLfee you wil part but with light gifts, 

u weightier things youlc fay a begger nay. ’ 

Gh It is mo waightie for your grace to wearc, 
n ‘ 1 C1 g l1 'tlightly were it hcauicr. 

lo W iiat wouldwou haue my weapon litle Lord? 

VuckJc v^Lf°ri°^ l Cl ^ C VV , l!l troSti intslke: 

^ otacc knowes how to beaie with bun. 

*— £ * • ^ 
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